





¥ 


FIGARO IN LONDON. 


Yr 
YY, 
TVA; 


7 
We 


BM 
Di 





Satire shouid like a polish’d razor keen, 
Wound with a touch that’s scarceiv felt or seen, —LaADY MONTAGUR. 


** Political Pasauinades and Political Caricatures are parts (though humble ones ,) of Politi ical History. 


Thev suppivinformation as to the person and 


habits often as to the motives and objects of pubiie men, which cannot be found eisewhere.”—CROKER’S New WuIG GUIDE. 
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THE MODERN CICERO. 


Though this article is headed with the words * The Modern 
Cicero,’ we are not going to talk about ourselves—no, strange as 
it may appear, we do not mean ourselves, when we apply the name 
of Modern Cicero. Though our burning eloquence, our nice 
logic, our overwhelming powers of rhetoric, and our severe ratioci- 
nation, are qualities, which, in a minor degree, Cicero happened 
to possess, yet do we use his name, without applying it to ourselves, 
which must seem strange to that part of the public capable of 
instituting the most natoral comparisons. The modern Cicero to 
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whom we vaileda! is Shiel, the Irish orator, whose magnificent, we 
may almost say, scrunching denunciation of the vide Catiline, 


created so powerful an impression in the British senate. 
Vou, VI. 


But who 





- 





is the modern Catiline 2? Who is a conspirator against his 
country? Can it be Lyndhurst? or can there be any other man 
in the world so base a political traitor, as the son of Copley, the 
artist. None but the offspring of a painter, could have so good an 
idea of the mixing, amalgamating, and compounding of colours, 
or the advantage of having various coats of colours—all differing. 
No one, so well as he, could tell when to paint in ot/, when in 
- but he has rather a preference for the oi/y and smoothed 
tongue part of the business. Our present week’s caricature has 
neither the softness of the oil, nor the perishability of the water, 
of the gash, with the mild and pointed 


wa ter : 


it deals in the severity 


keenness of the polished razor. The circumstance on which our 
artist has furnished his sketch, is one with which the public is so 
very familier, that it would be worse than waste of time to 


dilate upon it, It grasps graphically with Lyndhurst, whom it 
represents as the modern Catiline, listening, conspirator like, in 
the House of Commons, to the debates, as if by h's damning pre- 
sence, he would prevent any good that might, by posibility, arise 
ont of them. There is in the very appearance of Lyndhurst 
something so opposite to everything like amelioration and im- 
provement, that we can scarcely wonder at Sbiel feeling his pre- 
sence as a blight upon the name of Reform in that house, and 
experiencing a sensation of oppression, while he sat before him, 
like that brought on by the Simoom, over the far southern 
traveller. With this beautiful picture of a Simoom-struck wan- 
derer,we leave our cut, and our article, to the gently excited 
imagination of the wrapt reader. 





LADY THIEVES. 





This publication has, upon one or two occasions, been the un- 
supported exposure of respectable thieves, and the unflinching 
advocate of their unprejudiced and impartial punishment. We 
did more in the case of the Turton’s than all the rest of the public 
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put together, and now in this case of the Newman’s, we mean to 
leave no stone unturned to see justice done efficiently. We will 
never consent that the poor wretch, who steals for a dinner, should 
be harder dealt with than the richer thief, who steals, not 
from necessity, but from sheer iniquity. The Newman’s are 
evidently of thisstamp ; but, notwithstanding ‘their iniquity, there 
is something due to common humanity, which Laing does not 
seem inclined topay. Heis continually running in debt to old 
father humanity, and bilking him to a most alarming extent, and 
it is only by our giving him an occasional bailiff like tap over the 
shoulders, that we can remind him that we have any writ out 
against him at the suit of that character. Now, bad as the New- 
man’s are, we don’tthink that Laing has any right to act his 
wonted character of the bear, in Valentine and Orson. One of the 
criminals, or rather, we should say, one of the prisoners, fainted, 
when Laing, with his usual ferocity, began chirrupping out,— 
‘ Booh, Booh, damned nonsence,’ and declared it was all sham. 
However, there seemed to be more in it than mere pretence, and 
as the unhappy woman did not come to, Laing most humanely 
relaxed from his savage fit, and ordered a bucket of the element 
(water,) to be thrown over the prisoner. This inundating pre- 
caution of his worship, brought Miss Newman to in donble quick 
time, and Laing thought he had done a very polite and gentle- 
manly thing. We think rather different. 


WINDSOR ILLUMINATIONS, 





The King and the Queen have returned to Windsor, and this 
delicious specimen of the Windsor pair, has now taken up its 
abode there. Howe arrived there first in his gig, to be ready to 
receive their Majesties, anglice Her Majesty, and he employed 
himself all the morning in beating up the town for enthusiasm ; 
but we regret to say, that loyalty is by no means looking up in the 
market. It was expected that there would have been a great 
deal of lighting up, and all the tallow manufacturers in Windsor 
expected that they were going to have a bit of fat, asa little good 
luck is called, by them,in their business. However, they did 
contrive to get up a bit of an illumination on the occasion, and we 
give a few of the principal illuminations, which were as follows :— 

Mr. Jones, (butterman,)—a dip. 

Mr. Snooks, (milkman,)—a six in the middle window, and a 
twelve in each of the side windows. 

Mr. Fibbs, (fishmonger,) had a most tasteful device—a cod’s 
head, regularly cleaned out, anda rushlight put inside, showing 
through the eyes and mouth—what was expected would have been 
very brilliant, and so it would have been, but that the wind blew 
it out, the very moment after they had lighted it. 

Mr. Dubbs had a very pretty device indeed. He hadgota 
pound of rushlights drawn up one a breast, and at a given signal 
there was an arrangement made for forming them suddenly into 
the letters W. R, and so it would have been arranged, only that 
the plan failed, and the rushlights fell out of window on to the 
heads of an admiring, and ultimately an angry populace. 

One of the most truly enthusiastic bits of loyalty that occurred 
during the day was, the attempt of poor Jubbins, the little sweet- 
shop man, to get upan illumination on a small scale, in honour 
of the arrival of hissovereign. Not having the money to buy in 
any oil, and not being (able to get credit for any thing in the 
shape of candles, he caught a glow-worm, and placed it upon a 
large piece of hardbake, supposing that by night the glow-worm 
would have all the effect of an illumination in honour of his 
sovereign Such certainly might, or might not have been the 
case, but the glow-worm having no taste for philosophy, and not 
feeling inclined to stay there all night, as a tribute to William 
the Fourth, the glow-worm bolted, and in about half-a-minute, 
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just as poor Jubbins had got outside his door to see how the thing 


| looked—it did not look at all, for it had diseppeared altogether. 


Nothing could equal the poor man’s consternation at the sad 
result, and he sat. up all night striking the flint of a tinder box at 
his window, rather than it should be said, that he did not illumi- 
nate in honour of the King and Queen’s arrival. 





A NEW MELODY. 





There is a charm in melody peculiarly grateful to our readers’ ears, 
but perhaps they are not aware that they possess in Mr. Horace Twiss a 
singer of exquisite taste and finish. He has got all the flexibility of Mr. 
Irwin, of the Theatre Royal, Covent Garden, with a great deal of the 
depth that distinguishes the dog’s-meat man. His voice, it must be ac- 
knowledged, has a good deal of the crackiness of a bad sixperce, added 
to the sostenuto quality of a full-toned marrowbone. One of his recent 
lessons has been upon the following lovely canzopet, which he sings with 
all the grace and finish of a donkey at grass, to the air of—‘I have 
plucked the fairest flower.’ 


I have been the damn’dest liar, 
Of truth I’m the defyer ; 
I have told a pack of lies, 
That would honest men surprise ; 
For once truth to contrive, 
I’m the greatest rogue alive : 
But Tories pray believe, 
You I never will believe— 
With a sad heigho! 


But to raise within my frame 

A blush of honest shame, 

Or act a proper part, 

It is not in my heart ; 

All honour’s laws I scorn, 

To trickery I was born 5 

Then, gentle Tories, spare 

Some cash, or else, I swear, 

I a seedy coat must wear— 
For so much I owe! 





VICTORIA’S DISCRETION, 


The little Princess comes of age on the 24th of May next, on which 
day Mr. Warde has promised to open the Theatre in Oxford-street, that, 
by way of a birthday treat, she may be enabled to go to the play in the 
evening. The papers are giving hints that she will then be entitled to 
ask for an allowance. We hope Parliament will do the thing hand- 
somely ; and, in order that it may, we take the opportunity of giving in 
au estimate; at her age, and in her rank, we cannot refuse her— 


Lollipops ° ‘ £10 9 2 
Fans ° ° ° . 2 .e 
Dolls (a dollar) . ° : 5. 2 
Toggery ‘ ; 150 0 0 

£161 17 2 


This is the year’s estimate, and we don’t see what more can be wanted, 
though we have no wish to offer less. Something has been said of a 
carriage and an equipage. We don’t see much objection to this, upon a 
cheap scale—say a donkey carriage. Of course a donkey must be kept ; 
but even if there be one, we do not see why it should interfere with Sir 
John Conroy. This most efficient head man and bottle-washer is too 
respectable a flunkey to be got rid of, while the Duchess of Kent (long 
may she live) is above board. 





CLAP-TRAP BY CARLOS. 


a ee 


When Kings are excessively shyly off, in the article of stability for 
their thrones, they generally try and propitiate the ee by 
shaking hands with the little beggar-boys in the streets, and granting 


FIGARO IN LONDON. 


lengthened audiences to the casual pickpockets. His most gracious Ma- 
jesty, Don Carlos, the rebel King of Spain, is now going upon this 
track, and he walks into cottage-gardens, picks tu nip-radishes to play 
with the children, hugs greasy mothers, and plays at cribbage with agri- 
cultural fathers. This is an improvement upon the cotton umbrella bu- 
siness of Louis Philippe, and is even a shade beyond the easy and 
sailor-like familiarity of William the Fourth with the night nymphs of 
the Quadrant and St. James’s-street. His Majesty, Carlos, looks in, and 
takes pot luck with the blacksmiths and bricklayers in the neighbour- 
hood ; but it is rather ominous that he should go for pot luck, when to 
go to pot is the only luck that is now in store for him. One of the most 
available traits in his character seems to be that he walks abroad with a 
great blood-hound. If he went alone, there would still be a b/ood-hound 
on the prowl; but perhaps it alludes to one of those thirsty blood-hounds, 
one of his Carlist officers. 





HORRORS ON HORRORS. 





COFFEE AND SUGAR. 


The Herald says, that it has heard from Martinique, and it gives the 
frightful intelligence, that in Martinique “‘ sugars are very scarce, and 
there is very little coffee.” With our usual liberality, we immediately 
enclosed a couple of ounces of coffee, and put it into the General Post, 
directed to the inhabitants of Martinique. We sent them also a letter of 
condolence, regretting our inability to do any thing for them in the sugar 
line, as the post will not carry more than three ounces, and we thought 
that quantity would not be worth the postage. What avery useful old 
creature Grandmama Herald is, to let us know how they are off at Mar- 
tinique for sugar and coffee. In our letter, we advise the inhabitants to 
console themselves for the present with a quiet dish of tea. When our 
coffee arrives, we hope Martinique will be consoled, and write off to the 
Morning Hera/d office, announcing our munificence. In about a year 
the Herald will say—* Our latest advices from Martinique inform us that 
the distress for sugar and coffee is attenuated; and the latest papers from 
that quarter bring the gratifying intelligence that the Editor of Ficaro 
sent out in February last—two ounces of common Mocha.’ What 


uncommon mockery. 





BREVITIES. 


Something Rational 


The Carlist men have, in some places, determined not to act without 
rations. Their refusal on this ground seems to us to be perfectly 


rational. 
A Rich Treat. 

The soldiers in Spain call out for the extension to the whole of that 
country of the Eliot treaty. William the Fourth kindly ordered them 
alla pint of Eliot and Co.’s Entire as a treat, which he says is, in its 
fullest sense, the Eliot treat-y. 


Victoria’s Reason. 

We understand that it is the intention of the Government to persuade 
the Princess Victoria to mark her coming of age—that is, to years of 
discretion—by some act of more than ordinary human sagacity. The 
most sagacious thing she could do on such an occasion would be to pur- 
chase a million copies of Figaro in London. She would not only shew 
her own discretion, but give hopes to an anxious country that she would 
be guided through life by that text-book of superhuman wit and wis- 
dom. 





THEATRICALS. 


Laporte opened the King’s Theatre on Saturday last with an abridge- 
ment of ‘ Norma,’ and with what is much worse, a very considerable 
abridgement of talent in its production. Blasis performed Norma res- 
pectably, but we have so often seen it done greai/y, that the exhibition 
was most ungratifying. Bellini did the part usually given to Lablache, 
and he was as bad in it as needs be. Taken altogether, the operatic part 
of the performance on Saturday last was an egregious failure; but we 
know that Laporte never calculates upon doing any thing in this line 
until afer Easter. The new ballet of * Fra Diavolo’ was very success- 
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ful. Coulon made a most efficient brigand, and in fact at one time we 
thought that K 31, who was in the gallery, and seemed to be carried 
away by the illusion of the scene, would have taken him into custody, 
The ballet company is already strong, but there will be, ere long, import- 
ant reinforcements. Duvernay has a very just idea of the art of equili- 
brium, or standing upon one leg, though the silary she demands for it, is 
enough to prevent a manager from having one leg to stamd upon. Mon- 
tessu is a dancer well known to the English public. Her style is as easy 
as an old fur slipper, and as graceful as a marygold in a snow storm. 
We have no hesitation in saying that we anticipate for Laporte a very 
brilliant and prosperous campaizn. His old father bustles about in a 
greasy night-cap, looking like tenpence on a monument smiling at a 
fourpenny. 


Barnett’s grand opera of ‘Fair Rosamond” was brought out, on 
Tuesday last, at Drury Lane Theatre. It attracted a motley audience 
of musical cognoscentt amateur orange boys, who, being Israelites, feel 
strongly in favour of little Jack Barnett—a fair proportion of the swell 
mob--a lot of jealous authors, applauding for the look of the thing, but 
hoping inwardly for a damn—a few seedy actors, with nothing to do— 
OURSELVFs, and one or two other really illustrious personages. We 
occupied the nook over the proscenium, where a statue of Genius used 
to stand; so that am inanimate gave place to a living image of it. The 
public we know expects something from our criticism of ‘ Fair Rosa- 
mond,’ and the public must not be disappointed, though we confess we 
were. Wedo not intend to deny to Barnett the credit of genius of a 
very high order; too high, in fact, for the comprehension or proper ap- 
preciation of a four, two, and one shilling audience. There is a very 
great deal too much good musical writing in it, and not half enough of 
that pleasing variety, and flowing strain of simple melody, which alone 
in these days can go down with an English audience. In the next place, 
the drama is so clumsily constructed, that it occupied nearly five hours 
on the first night of performance ; and, what is worse, there is not inter- 
est enough in it to keep one’s attention comfortably alive for more than 
ten minutes. The whole of the dialogue might be dispensed with, for 
it is a dire log upon the opera. Ina word, the whole thing was sleepy 
in the extreme; and when Phillips sang a song in praise of sleep, it was 
quite evident that both author and composer were imbued with the finest 
sense of the value of that article, for both had done all in their power to 
promote its influence. Before this opera came out, we had heard that 
the /ibretto was far, very far superior to these sort of things in general. 
Perhaps they thought it too good to print, for there was no book of songs 
forthcoming ; and it was oaly when our respectable friend, Jew Billy, 
who has Italianised himself into Giubelei ; it was only, we repeat, when 
this most respectable singer gave out, once or twice, in his fine plain 
style of enunciation, 

‘ Plash ma heart. vy its ma child!’ 
that we could at all hear what the devil they were every one talking 
about. 

Phillips evinced a great compass of voice, and sang with much more 
execution than we had given him credit for. His acting was something 
between that of a new policeman and a cabman, under the new patent 
system, which guarantees politeness in these animals. [fis kingly con- 
duct was decidedly of this stamp, and the only crown we should ever 
have given him credit for knowing any thing about, would be the 
crown emblasoned so tastefully upon the cab-plates. His singing was, 
we think, justly applauded, though neither of his ballads will, in our 
estimation, ever become popular. The last was, as a gentleman with a 
fourteen years’ beard remarked, 

* Quite a mullsh.’ 
With reference to the other performers, it grieves us to be compelled to 
speak in a strain which, to be honest, cannot be complimentary. Wil- 
son's good-humoured indifference to every thing about him, as Sir Tho- 
mas de Vere, rendered him but a sorry lover of the beautiful Rosamond; 
and when Clifford called him ‘ dear de Vere,’ we were involuntarily re- 
minded of Sir Francis Burdett and the little leather-seller of Lisle-street. 
If he had been giving his vote at Charing Cross, he would have been 
certainly much more impassioned than our good friend Wilson was 
throughout the whole of the performance. Mr. Henry seemed to be the 
acting ‘star of the night;’ but whether he was a falling sta, a fixed 
star, or a shooting star, God and the prompter alone can decide. If he 
were a shouting star, it is to be regretted that he did not succeed in hit- 
ting his mark. He was dressed in the blouse of a French peasant, turned 
up with Welsh flannel, basted with a bit of gold off a piece of Irish, 
and run round the bottom with a large square piece of real calico. In 
the bill he was called a favourite of the Queen; so that we can say but 
lIlttle for the taste of her Majesty in the article of men’s wearing ap- 
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If the Queen had looked in at Swan and Edgar’s, in Piccadilly, 


parel, 
‘her favourite’ would surely not have been permitted to go about such 


a confirmed Guy as Mr. Henry dressed him. Wilson, as we said be- 
fore, quite failed. Giubelei didall that was intrusted to bim exceedingly 
well ; and Seguin delivered a message or two with a force and firmness 
that would make him a most eligible inmate of those small rooms frem 
whence we have seen an announcement issued, that ‘ Messages and 
parcels are carefully delivered. ’ 

Of the ladies it is now our cue to speak. Miss Romer played Rosa- 
mond as well as the trash she had to speak permitted her, and sang the 
music as well as its being unsuited to her voice allowed her. Miss Betts, 
though displaying great musical talent, was not able to convince the 
public that Miss Shirreff had done an unwarrantable act in refusing the 
part; but we must do Miss Betts the justice to say, that what she did 
prevented the audience feeling greatly disappointed at the change from 
the caste first proposed. Miss Poole played and sang correctly ; but the 
scene in which she was discovered not to be a page, but a woman, 
seemed, for a moment, to bring into vogue a bird whose presence is pe- 
culiar to Michaelmas. The truth is, the scene was hissed, not owing to 
Miss Poole, for she had only to declare herself one of the soft sex in the 
usual approved fashion of those things,—but the truth is, nobody cared 
what she was—whether man, woman, child, or hobble-de-hoy, so poorly 
was the interest sustained by the man wot did the dialogue. We must, 
however, own, that there was an idiotic vacancy thrown into the affair at 
this time by Mr. Henry, that considerably enc ouraged the presence of the 
inauspicious bird to whish we have already made a passing reference. 
With all these disadvantages, Barnett has done what ought to immortal- 
ize him, and probably will, as the Irishman would say, “ if he lives long 
enough.” When all was over, which was not until half past eleven, the 
calling out commenced, and little Barnett came forth with his shirt col- 
lar tastefully disposed abeut his shoulders, his mustachios slightly 
curled, and strongly candle-greased. He really seemed modest about the 
business, and we therefore will not visit upon him the sins of the foolish 
custom. H. Phillips strutted on with all the dignity of a peacock, and 
all the impudent self-possession of an old stager. We thought he ought 
to have been greeted with a few hisses for his effrontery. Other people 
were called for by the noisy gods and linen-drapers men in all parts of 
the house ; by those in fact, who are so accustomed to call for parcels, or 
something else in the evening, that they are at a loss without their cus- 
tomary occupation. Miss Romer was called for—of course; but we 
thought all this part of the performance quite uncalled for, Wlthout a 
sreat deal of curtailment it would be quite impossible to hear this opera 


through a second time, and even for the first time One act each night J ust Published. Price On 


would be about the instaliment by which we should prefer to have heard 
it. We very much regret that so much talent as Barnett has shown 
should have been s> misdirected, and so ill managed, with respect to the 
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TO THH WORLD. 


It is well known that 
LISTON 
RETIRES FROM THE STAGE THIS SEASON. 


As he is perhaps the best, and certainly the most humorous actor 
we have ever had, we feel that the readers of Figaro will be 
anxious to preserve his mirth-moving features, As it is his face, 
more than even his talent, that has evinced his reputation, we 
have, for the exclusive benefit of the Readers of Figaro, arranged, 
upon expensive terms, 


A POSTHUMOUS ENGAGEMENT 
of that gentleman. In other words, we have had a 


FINE PORTRAIT OF LISTON; 


Engraved expressly for this Work, as he appeared in the 7'wo 
Figares, being his 


LAST ORIGINAL CHARACTER. 

At a private soiree, where a favoured few were admitted to view 
the Portrait, it was pronounced to be the best likeness of him, 
both on and off the stage, ever taken. In order that so grateful 
a memorial may be bound up with the Work, it has been engraved 
quarto size, and will be given in exchange for the sum of 

ONLY ONE PENNY, 
ON SATURDAY NEXT, MARCH 11, 1837. 


ADVERTISEMENTS. 


THE AMUSEMENT GUIDE. 
This day is published, price ‘T'wopence, size of the Morning Chronicle, 

" AMUSEMENT GUIDE, by the original p oprietor and editor 

of *“ The London Amusement Guide;’’ a weekly journal of the 
drama exhibitions, music, fine arts new inventions, an entertaining li- 
terature; with the unique addition of full displayed bills of all the open 
metropolitan and suburban theatres, exhibitions, and other places of enter- 
tainment. Cummunications for the Editor and Advertisements to be sent 
to the publisher, Mr. Berger, Holywell-street, Strand; and sold by W. 
Strange, 21, Paternoster-row. 


e Penny Each; or, Five Shillings and Sixpence 


per Hundred. 
ORRORS of the WHIG POOR LAWS. The SOMERSET 
THE 


HOUSE STARVERS, versus A CLERGYMAN OF 
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subject to which it has been applied, that what really zs a grand triumph | CHURCH OF ENGLAND. 


of genius, is nothing more nor less, as far as its success in the theatre 
goes, than a partial failure. 


Mr. Forrest has played Richard the Third with a degree of success 
that almost altogether astonishes even the great celebrity of some of his 
most successful previous efforts. Warde has been playing Richniond 
inseead of Cooper—we don’t know why. Warde is fatter, but ‘ they 


are both old enough,’ as the Irishman would say, ‘to be each other’s | a 
Cooper has been doing Buckingham, and he has done not | Now ready, Nos. 1 to 4, price Twopence each, with Twenty eight caricatures 


grandfather.’ 
‘so much,’ but so little for Buckingham. 


The Adelphi has been well attended since our last; so has Braham’s, 
and so lias Vestiis’s. These three theatres have, it is said, obtained a 
permission to continue their performances for a month or two longer than 
the season usually allotted to them, We are very glad of this—for they 
are all three theatres which deserve well of the public, and it is hard in- 
deed to be forced to close them just at a time when they are most profit- 
able. 


Levy has got Mr. H. Wallack at the Victoria—of course professionally, 
and not lock-up-house-i-cally. He, however, aided by Miss Turpin and 
Mr. Collins, does not draw, though he is put in letters large enough to 
make people believe he is somebody. There is not the smallest neces- 
sity for us to tell our readers that he is a great deal nearer to a nobody 
than a somebody. Collins is both; being somebody in his own opinion, 
and nobody in every one else. 





| 
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Printed and Published (for the Proprietor) by W STRANGE, 21, PATERNOSTER ROW, 


"| aE TWO QUEENS, by J. B. BuckstTone, is Now Ready,— 
Price Sixpence. 
Part 4. of PIERCE EGAN'S 
[LGRIMS OF THE THAMES IN SEARCH 
NATIONAL! is now ready—Price One Shilling. 


OF THE 


tu each, by the late inimitable Seymour, 
EYMOUR’S COMIC SCRAP-SHEET, 
printed ona large sheet of fine paper, hot-pressed with descriptive 
letter-press. No.5 in a few days. 


AYLY’S POPULAR COPYRIGHT PLAYS, ONLY SIXPENCE EACH. 

NOE following are already published, and may be had on order 
of all Booksellers in the Kingdom: 

A GENTLEMAN IN DIFFICULTIES. THE DAUGHTER. 

ONE HOUR; or, THE CARNIVAL BALL. 

COMFORTABLE SERVICE. WHY DON’T * HE MARRY ? 

HOW DO YOU MANAGE? FORTY AN. FIFTY. 
THE BARRACK ROOM, 


B 
ry 





The Back Numbers and Parts of TALES OF ALL NATIONS are 


now re-printed. 


Lonpon :—W. STRANGE, PaTERNOsTER Row; and Sold by all Booksellers in England 
lreland, Scotland,and Wales. 




















